LOST TRAIL
And though Peter and I had confidence in each other, I
could not help asking myself also how he would behave.
These questions added a certain piquancy to our de-
parture.
Life was beautiful. * . . But it was too hot, and we were
following no trail, marching into a sheer desert of hard grey
earth like the bed of a dried-up lake. Peter asked ironically
whether I was afraid of the cold, for I did not trust the
climate of Tartary and had all my warm clothes packed on
my saddle. But he laughs best who laughs last Now we came
to the diverging arms of the Boron Kol, the course of which
we were to ascend for ten days. The thick, yellow water had
the oily tints of the colours in which I had often painted the
decks of my boat. Then we struck a region which hardly
seemed real. It was covered with crescent-shaped dunes,
their ridges streaked like tiger skins.
Suddenly an icy blast of a crazy violence broke from the
west. The black earth was covered with a veil of white sand
moving forward like sheets of spray on stormy lake-waters.
Even the pebbles rose. The rocky mountain, which, like an
island, we were using as a landmark, disappeared. And it
was my turn to shout to Peter: "Are you warm enough?"
He was in his shirt-sleeves, wrestling with the difficulties of
putting on his jacket in the wind. Then Greys took fright at
the flapping coat and, with his cavalier, disappeared in a
whirlwind. That evening, worn out, breathless and with our
faces burning, we set up the tent against a cliff at the foot of
the mountains. Happily, a joint of antelope was not long in
restoring our good spirits.
The next morning, numbed with cold, I put iny nose
outside the door and found, our tent covered with newly-
fallen snow. Yet, so utterly "sick was I of the flatness of the
Tsaidam, that I could not take my eyes off the austere black
walls that now rose on every side. We rounded the Kitin
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